In-House Treatment 


Author: twitch 


Bands: Apocalyptica 


Characters: Mikko Siren, Paavo Lötjönen 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jan 30 2012 08:15:22 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


In-House Treatment 


Author's Notes: 
A little over a week ago, there was a bit of an incident in Quito, Ecuador. No one was harmed, even though 


two members of the band needed extra air. Mikko was indeed one of them. 


What was the point in turning on the lights? There was only one place he was going to once he entered the 
hotel room. Suitcase dropping from boneless fingers, he stepped over it (which took a bit more precision he 
had in that moment, the dark not helping) but he found the bed with very little difficulty. The last of his 
energy was spent taking off his boots before he pulled the blankets back into place, covering him from head to 


toe. 


It was proof of how exhausted he was that he didn't wake up right away, his ears refusing to cooperate, 
though somehow he managed to hear someone calling his name. As distant as the voice sounded the person 
should have been close by, considering he was being shaken by his shoulder, yet his sleepy brain was just as 
stubborn as the rest of him. Eyes shut, insistent shaking be damned, he didn't move or make a sound beyond a 
long steady exhale. 


Then the blankets were pulled down, followed by a disbelieving laugh. Apparently now was the time for his ears 


to function. "You're wearing sunglasses to sleep in?" 


He blindly groped for the blankets, not about to open his eyes for company. "It helps to keep everything dark 


for sleeping," he mumbled. 
"Is it not uncomfortable?" 


"No." His hand found Paavo's hand, unmistakable just like his voice. Loosening fingers then the blankets, he 
lowered them back down to himself, except before he could cover his head Paavo had reached for his 
sunglasses, wiggling one side free enough that the afternoon sun assaulted one unprotected eye. "Hey, just let 


me sleep." 

"You're still feeling tired?" Paavo took advantage of his nod, sliding the arm free so that he could pull his 
sunglasses off entirely, placing them out of reach on the bedside table. It meant that he buried his face in the 
pillow, squeezing his eyes tighter against the light trying to blind him. "You can go back to sleep, but let me 
look at you first” 


It took him several seconds to roll his head back towards Paavo, several more to open his eyes. Without his 


sunglasses they were a vivid red thanks to a complexion that was both pale and shadowed. "Why?" 
Paavo moved his hand, pressing it to his forehead "Do you still have a headache?" 

"Not really." He moved towards the warm fingers, dragging his pillow with him 

"And your stomach? How's it feeling?" 


"Just fine now." The only problem was that his mouth was dry. He tried to clear his throat, which had Paavo 


rising. 


"lIl get you a bottle of water." He flopped his head further into the pillow, smiling a little, letting Paavo walk out 


of view. "Is there anything else you need?" 


"I am feeling a bit cold," he mentioned. By the time Paavo was back at his bedside he had twitching lips under 
control, though he gave Paavo a grateful look as he crouched down again, offering him the bottle and a grin of 


his own. 
“Alright, give me a minute." 
A second pair of shoes joined his. He waited until Paavo was comfortable behind him until he set the bottle on 


the table. He took a hold of Paavo's arm, draping it around him. The warmth that hung over him, back all the 


way down to ankles, pulled a pleased sound out of him, part sigh and yawn 


"Better now?" Paavo murmured, his lips brushing over his nape. 


"You're the best kind of treatment," he reassured him, smiling and closing his eyes. 


